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different indeed from the green pleasant flats, studded with
reedy meres; that made up the Cheshire plain into which
she had wandered from Sir Charles Frome's house. She .had
held her breath, frightened a little, when the train, before
reaching Hope, plunged roaring into the tunnel beneath
the High Peak.

Through the iron spokes, a fan-like radiation from a
half moon at the foot of the bed, she could see the red paper
crinkled in the fireplace, the china dogs, collared in gold,
facing one another on the mantelpiece from either side of
a glass case enshrining a composition in shells and seaweed.
Over this a text in brilliantly coloured letters, framed in oak,
assured her that " The strength of the hiUs is His also/' and
on the wall above the chest of drawers an immense steel
engraving showed pigmy men labouring up and up on a
tower of Babel whose unfinished pinnacles were lost in the
immensity of heaven. Her floor was of bare boards, scrubbed
white, with a strip of carpet at the bedside.

So there Elsie lay, warm, relaxed, content, accepting
these humble blessings which seemed to her sufficient. Alec,

*it is true, occasionally, half-seriously and half in teasing,
presented to her mind a picture of life different from this:
a picture of a famous woman living in a world made up of
first-class railway carriages and luxurious steamer saloons,
hotels of fabulous grandeur and concert-halls filled with
tense expectant faces which broke up, when she had finished
playing, into agitated enthusiasm. There were artists' rooms
in continental springs, full of orchids and mimosa, which
were things that she, who had looked to-day so happily at
the honeysuckle, could not imagine. There were jewels, too,
and furs impregnated with expensive perfumes, and all these
things were the care of a maid, a mythical majestic being
rustling in stiff black silk whom Alec called Hortense.

" Of course, I shan't be with you, Else. That'll be the
devil of it. You'll be beyond me. I shall have to stay in
England and grind my living out of Dan Dunkerley's
machine. Hortense will have to look after you. She'll be
utterly devoted."

And, as though the pyramid of nonsense he had erected
had been substantial, Alec would look woebegone and for-
saken, and she would say: "I'm not leaving you, Alec.

' You .know that. Not for anything." And then he would
Took happier and ,say: "Good old Else. You know, I